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His greatncfle weigh'd, his will is not his owne$ 
For hcc himfclfc is liibicft to his Birth ; 
Hcc may not, as vnuallucdpcrfons doe, 
Came for hirnfelfe ; for, on his choyce depends 
The fanitity and health of the weolc State. 
And therefore muft his choyce be circumfcrib'd 
Vnto the voyce and yeclding of that Body, 
Whereof he is the Head. Then if he fayes he lou 
Ic fits your wifedorne fo farre to beleeue it ; 
As he in his peculiar Se<5t and force 
May giue his faying deed: which is no further, 
Then the maine voyce of Denmark; goes withall, 
Then weigh what loflc your Honour may fuftainc, 
If with too credent care yon lift his Songs • 
Or lofc your Heart; or your chart Treafure open 
To his vnmaftred importunity. 
Feare it Opheltafeaxe it my deare Sifter, 
And keepe within the reare ofyour Affection; 
Out of the (hot and danger of Dcfire* 
The charicft Maid is Prodigall enough, 
If (he vnmaske her beauty to the Moone : 
Vertue it fclfe fcapes not calumnious flroakes, 
The Canker Galls, the Infants of the Spring 
Too oft before the buttons be difclos'd, 
And in the Morne and liquid dew of Youth, 
Contagious blaftments are moft imminent. 
Be wa*y then, beft fafety lies in feare; 
Youth to it fclfe rebels, though none elfe neere. 

Opbe. 1 fhall th'effeft of this good Leffon keepe, 
As watchmen to my heart : but good my Brother 
Doe not as fome vngracious Paftors doe, 
Shew me the fteepe and thorny way to Heauen; 
Whilft like a pufc and recklcfle Libertine 
Himfelfe,thePrimrofepath of dalliance treads, 
Andreaksnot his ownereade. 
Laer* Oh, feare me not. 

Enter Polonim. 
Iftay too long ; but here my Father comes: 
A double blcffiog is a double grace; 
Occafion fmiles vpon a fecond leauc. 

Psion. Yet heerc Laertes ? Aboord,aboord for fliame, 
The winde fits in the fhoulder of your faile, 
And you are ftaid for there ; my blcffing with you; 
And thefe few Precepts in thy memory, 
See thou Character. Giue thy thoughts no tongue, 
Nor any vnproporrion'd thought his A<ft : 
Be thou familiar; but by no meancs vulgar: 
The friends thou haft, and their adoption tride, 
Grapple them to thy Soule, with hoopes of Steele : 
But doe not dull thy palme, with entertainment 
Of each vnhatch't.vnfledg'd Comrade. Beware 
Of entrance to a quarrell : but being in 
Bear't that th'oppofed may beware of thee. 
Giue eucry man thine eare;but few thy voyce: 
Take each mans cenfure;but rcferue thy iudgement : 
Coftly thy habit as thy purfc can buy 5 
But not expreft in fancie; rich s not gawdie: 
For the ApparelLoft proclaimes the man. 
And they in France of the beft ranck and Ration, 
Are of a moft fcleir and generous cheffin that. 
Neither a borrpwer,nor a lender be; 
For lone ofs lofes both it felfe and friend: 
And borrowing duls the edge of Husbandry. 
This aboue all; to thine owne felfe be true: 
And ic muft folio w,as the Night the Day, 
Thou canft not then be falfe to any man. 


Farewell: my Bleflfing fcafonthis in thee^ 
Laer. Moft humbly doe I takemylcaue ffi 
Pole*. The time inuites you, eoc, vonr V y r<J * 
Laer. Farewell Ophelia, and remember ^ aRts * 
Whatlhauefaidtoyou. Wc!l 

Opbe. Tis in my memory lockt, 
And you your felfe fhall keepe the key ofk 
Laer. Farewell. \ 
Polon. What ift Ophelia he hath faid to 
Opbe. So pleafe you/omthing touching & e f r, 
Polon. Marry, well bethought: '^^fc 
Tis told me he hath very oft of late 
Giuen priuatc time to you; and you your f c Jf e 
Haue ofyour audience becne moft free and bon 
If it be fo, as fo tis put on me; ° Un fco»it i 
A nd that in way of caution : I muft tell you 
You doe not vndcrftand your felfe fo clccrcly 
As it behoucs my Daughter, and your Honour 
What is bet weene you,giuc me vp the truth? ' 

Opbe. He hath my Lord of late, made many m 
Of his affection to me. ny tcnd '» 

Men. Affeaion 5 puh. You fpeakc like a 8 reen,P'i 
Vnfifted in fuch perillous Circumflance. 8 CncG,rlc : 
Doe you bclecue his tendcrs,as you call them? 
Opbe. I do not know, my Lord,what I mould Ami 
Pole*. Marry lie teach you; thinkc your fclfe a S* 
That you haue tane his tenders for true pay, * l 
Which are not ftarling. Tender your felfe more deanV 
Or not to crack the winde of the poore Phrafr 
Roaming it thus, youl tender me a foole. *. 

Opbe. My Lord,hc hath importund me with louc 
In honourable faihion. * 
Pole*. I/afaion you may call it,go too s go too, 
Opbe. And hath giuen countenance to his fpcech 
My Lord, with all the towcs of Heauen. 

Polo*.- I,Springes to catch Woodcocks. I doe know 
When the Bloud burnesjhow Prodigall the Souie 
Giues the tongue vowes: thefe blazes,Daughter, 
Giuing more light then heate; extinft in both, 
Euen in their promsfe, as it is a making; 
You muft not take for fire. For this time Daughter, 
Be fomewhac fcanter of your Maiden prcfcncc; 
Set your entreatments at a higher rate, 
Then a command to parley. For Lord Hamkt % 
Beleeue fo much in him,that he is young, 
And with a larger tether may he walke, 
Then may be giuen you* Jn kyifiphelia, 
Doe not beleeue his vowesjfor they arc Broakers, 
Not of the eye,which their Inueftments (how : 
But mcere implorators of vnholy Sutcs, 
Breathing like fan&ified and pious bonds, 
The better to beguile, This is for all : 
I would not,in plaine tearmes, from this time forth, 
Haue you fo dander any moment leifurc, 
As to giue words or talke with the Lord HmUt : 
Looke too'r; I charge you; come your wayes. 
Opbe. I (hall obey my Lord. Exemt. 

Enter Hamlet ^Horatie.MarceUus. 
Ham. The Ay re bites (hrewdly : is it very cold? 
Hor. It is a nipping and an eager ayre. 
Ham. What hbwer now? 
Hor. I thinke it lacks of twelue. 
Mar. No, it is ftrooke. (fe afon > 
Hor. Indeed I heard it not then it drawes neere v$ 
Wherein the Spirit held his wont to walke. 
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y^Tdoes this meane my Lord/ 1 (roufc, 

flam. The King doth wake to night, and takes his 
jCccpes vvarTels and the fwaggering vpfpring redes, 
|~| ss he dreines his draughts of Renifli downe, 
Theketcle Drum and Trurapet thus bray out 
fhc triumph of his Pkdge. 
Jlorat. Isitscuffoinc? 
flam. Imarry.iftj 
frnd to my mind, though I am natiu^ heete, 
|pd to the manner borne: • Ic is a Chrome: 
Unrehonout'dan theb:e2ch,thcn the obfen 
, % £;:ter Ghop\ 
Jjor. Looke rry Lor/ } ,i:-comes# • 
tin*. Angels atici Iviuiiitcrj; cf Grace defend vs: 
Lthcu a Spirit of health, or Goblin damn'd, 
Bring with thee ay res from rieatje-njor bisfis from Hell, 
Bctby euents wicked or chai -itable, 
Ihou com'ft in fuch a cjoeiiionabie fhape 
That I will fpeake to thee. He call thee lumUt y 
King-Pathcr.RcyaiiDane ; Oh,oh t anfwer me, 
Let me not bur il in I gr.o; anee ; bu ItkH 
VVhy thy Qanpniz'd bones Hearfejd in death, 
Haue burft their cenT;Cnts, why the SepLlcher 
Wherein we faw thee quietly cnurn'd, 
Hath op'd his pondcro:;s and Matble iawes, 
Xocaftthecvpagaine? What may this nseane? 
Thac thou dead Coarfe agn ine in comr^lcat fieele, 
Rcuifics thns the glim&fcf&f the Moone, 
Making Night hidious? And yvc fooies of Nature, 
So horridly to (hake our difpofition, 
With thoughts beyond thccjreacbcs of our Souies, 
Say, why is this ? wherefore } what fhould we doc ? 

Gheftbukens Hamlet. 
Vor. It beckons you to goc away with it, 
As if it fome impartment did defire 
To you alone. 

Mar. Looke with what courteous adion 
It waft* you toamorercmoued ground : 
But doe not goe with it. 
Hor. No,by no ireancs. 
Ham. It will not fpeake; then will I follow it* 
Hor. Doe not my L ord. 
Ham. Why, what fhould be the feare > 
I doe not fee my life at a pins fee; 
And for my Soule^vwhat can it doe to that ? 
Being a thing immortal! as it felfe: 
It wattes me forth 2gaine;Iie follow ic. 

Ho^ What if it tempt you toward the Floud my Lord? 
Or to the dreadful! Sonnet of the Cliffe, 
That beetles o're his bafe into the Sea, 
And there £ flumes fome other hori iblc forme, 
Which might depriue your Soucraignty of Reafon, 
And draw v ou into macincfie thinkc of iti* 
Ham. ;t wafts ine fiill : goe on. He follow thee. 
Mar. You fhall not goe my Lordg 
Ham. Hold ofFycur hand. 
Hor. Be rurd^you fhall no: goe. 
Ham. My fate cries out, 
And makes each petty Artire in this body, 
As hardy as the Neroian Lions nerue : 
Still am J cal'd > Vnhand me Gentlemen : 
By Hcairnjle make a Ghoft of him that lets me : 
I layaway,gocon,Iic follow thee. 

ExeHnt Qhofi & Hamlet, 
H&r. He waxes defperate with imagination. 
Mar. Let's folio w;*cis not fit thus to obev him. 


Hor. Haue after, to what i flue will this coaie ? 
Mar. Something is rotten in the State of Dcnmarke. 
Hor. Heauen will diteft it. 
Mar. Nay,let's follow him. Exeunt. 

Enter Ghoft and Hamlet. (ther. 
tiami Where wilt thou lead mefipeak; Tie go no fur- 
Ghe. Markcme 
Hxm. I will, 

Gho. My howcr is almofx come, 
When I to fulphurousand tormenting Pi«rrici 
Muft rentier vp my felfe. 

Ham. Ahs poore Ghoft. 

Gho* Piny me not,but lend thy ferious hearing 
To what I fhall vnfold. 

Ham. Speake^ I am bound tohearf. 

Gho. So art thou to rcuenge^viren thou (halt heare. 

Ham. What? 

Gho, I am thy Fathers Spirit, 
Doom'd for a certain c terme to walke the night; 

And for the day cenfin'd to faft in Fiers, 
Till the fouie ciimes done in my dayes of Nature 
Are burnt and purg'd sway ? But thac I am forbid 
To t cliche fecrcts ofmy Pnion-Houles 
I could a Tale vnfold, whofeiightefl word 
Would harrow vp thy Joule, freeze thy young bleed, 
Make thy two eyes i ike Starres,ftart from thefr Spheres, 
Thy knotty and combined locks to p^rc 5 
And each particular hairc to Hand an end, 
Like Quiltes vpon the fretful) Porpentinc : 
Btlt this eternail blafon muft not be 
To eares of flc/h and bloud; lift Hamlet, oh It 8, 
If thou Q'irdit euer thy dearc Esther loue. 
Ham. Oh Heauen ! 

Che, Reuenge his fouie and rrjoft vnnaturall Murr her. 
Ham. Murther? 

Ghofi. Murthermof} foule,asinthebeftitis| 
But this moft fouIe>ftrange,and vnnanrrall; 

Ham. Haft, haft me ro know it, 
T hat with wings as fwift 
As mcditation^or the thoughts of Louey 
M^y fweepe to my Rcuen 

Ghofl. I findetheeapr, . 
And duller fhould'ft thou be then the fat-wecde 
That rots it feife in cafe,on Lethe W harfc, 
Would'ft thou not ftirre in this. Mow Hamlet heare : 
It*s giuen ouc^hat flecping in mine Orchard, 
A Serpent ft«j ( igme : fo the whole care ofDenmarke 
f s by a forged proccfie of my death 
Rankly abus'd : But know thou Noble youth* 
The Serpent that did fling thy Fathers life, 
Now weai es his Crowne. 

Ham. O my Prophecickc fouie : mine Vncle ? 

Ghofl. ithat inceftuous, that aduherate B^aft: 
With witchcraft of his wits, hath Traitorous guifts. 
Oh wicked Wit 3 and Gifcs 3 that haue the power 
So to feduce^ Won to to this (hamefull Luft 
The will cf my moft fceming vertuous Qucene: 
Oh f/W<?*,what a failing oft was there, 
From me,whofc loue was of thac dignity, 
That it went hand in hand, euen with the Vow 
I made to her in Marriage; and to decline 
Vpon a wretch, whofeNaturaU gifts wcrepoore 
Tothofeofmine. But Vertue,as it neuerwil bemoucd, 
Though Lewdneflecourtitinafhapeof Heauen : 
So Luft, though to a radiant Angell link'd, 
Will fate it fclfe in a Celeftiallbed,& prey on Garbage. 

Oo But 


